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BURGLARS AT MILDEW COURT. 
“The Burglary Season has set in with a vengeance in the neighbourhood of the Home for Lost Dogs, and, in spite of every precaution, Mildew Court has 
been broken into. It appears that Poor Papa had retired to rest in more or less the same condition as usual, when the barking of the faithful Snatcher convinced 


him there was something wrong. Hastily slipping on his tr**s**s, and taking from the Relics a blunderbuss that won’t go off, Pa rushed to the back door, just 
in lime to see a form, very like William Higgins, fail into the cucumber-frame. Much of the family plate is missing.’—Toortsie. 


CHILDHOOD’S HAPPY DAYS. A FAST YOUNG MAN. di 
: . {i a —_— a! I, 
: In 187, Renton Nicholson, afterwards “Lord Chief I 1} 


Baron,” of the famous “Judge and Jury,” was an assistant 
to Lawton, the pawnbroker, in Green Street, Leicester 


Square. 

ac this shop came frequently, owing to “ occasional short- 
ness of cash,’ a young man of gentlemanlike appearance et 
and address and very handsome, whose pursuits were multi- oF 
farious, and whose mind was “stored with a vast deal of ‘ 
superficial knowledge.” He used familiarly to style Nichol- | 
son his “cousin,” and one Linscott, the manager, his 

“uncle.” His arrival was always the signal fora laugh and | f 
joke, and his amusing stories often obtained for him an ‘ 
advance beyond the value of the articles he came to pawn, i 
for even pawnbrokers’ assistants are at times susceptible to } 
kindly feelings. 

With this young man, who called himself Hayward, Nicho!- 
son often, when the pawnshop shut, would visit the “gay 
resorts of the metropolis "—amonget others, the Clipstone 
Street “hop.” This place, then an aristocratic and “ tlash” 
resort, was down a timber-yard, near Fitzroy Square, in a 
loft reached by a ladder. Thither, “after the opera was 
over,” flocked, in those days, the fashionable and frail to 
waltz and quadrille. The band consisted of a harp and 


1. Tom and Tim were two incorrigible young repro- 2. What did Tom care for one or two thrashings ? 3. It was nnfortunate he was so short-sighted, but : 7 eae sa ep oe & 
‘ces, almost more than their schoolmaster conld Nota bit, So when Tim imparted to him the secret, he _still he would not have thonzht of looking on the chair. fouls : ier poor Mbee LS Saae Pls pe i mid the 
‘viuze, One day Tom got a thrashing, but was Tim _ prepared to enjoy the fun as much asanvene. Poorold When he sat down the howl he set up was terrific, ight hearted pa TONESEES OF TU MIS Ed LCOLC A AaC OL Ee ny ss cOule 
‘ile during that period? Ob, dear, no! schoolmaster ! he little kuew what awaited him. Yom and Tim are no longer pupils at that schol. Daveuish, Amy Hope, Polly Edwards, Lottie Lloyd, Fanny 
‘g” 


aS neaeaamtatnas e Lads.” A 
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Goldby, Polly Hague, Betsy Johnson, Fair Glover, The Goddess 
Diana and Jew Bella, all dead—dead and forgotten. One night 
here a girl, in a furious rage, cried out, in Hay ward's face, “ Curse 
you! [shall see you hanged at Newgate!” And when he lay in 
Newgate under sentence of death, this same girl begged the sheriffs 
to allow her to see him once again and to beseech his forgiveness, 
which she did, and it need hardly be said the forgiveness was 
granted, 

“ Hayward,” says Nicholson, “ had, fora long time, quite unknown 
to his associates, carried on « system of passing ‘soft,’ otherwise 
forged, notes. His memory was retentive In the extreme, He was 
skilled in heraldry, and, at a glance, could identify the armorial 
bearings and crests of a large portion of the nobility. He would 
seat himself in some first rate pastrycook’s shop in the West-end, 
and, observing a coroneted carriage passing by, would rush wildly 
out with a jelly or ice, without his hat, and wave his hand and bow 
to the inmates of the vehicle, as if he were on the terms of the 
most friendly intercourse with them, He would then as hastily 
return to the shop and address the waitress with, ‘ Dear me! that 
was Lord So-and-So’s carriage. Can you tell me how long the 
family have been in town? I left them a month ago at Paris, 
Bruges, Baden,’ or any other fashionable place which first arose in 
his fertile imagination. Thus the shopkeepers, thoroughly thrown 
off their guard, did not hesitate to give him full change, taking, 
probably, only sixpence or a shilling for what he had purchased.” 

At other times Ie picked pockets, and Nicholson accidentally 
discovered him thus employed, and, overcome with terror at the 
idea of what such dangerous companionship might cost him, took 
to his heels. 

His end, however, was asad one. He had, for some time, been 
paying his addresses to a young woman whose father, hearing 
something prejudicial to his character, forbade him the house, The 
daughter, too, refused to see or correspond with him. He began 
to suspect he had a rival,and, to ascertain the truth, crept in at the 
window and carried away a desk in which she had been in the habit 
of keeping his own love tokens. Crossing some fields he was hailed 
by a watchman, who asked what he was carrying. Hayward 
knocked him down, The man sprang his rattle, Hayward was 
captured, tried and found guilty. What he had done was, in those 
days, a hanging matter, and they hanged him, Three days before 
his death he was a conspicuous guest at the house of Braham, the 
singer, laughing and chatting familiarly with the Duke of Sussex, 
No one afterwards could say who invited him, but there he was, 


. * * * * * 

“And even we, O Billiam!” murmured the Blue Orbed Babe, 
“may, in the fair flower of our youth and innocence, be inconti- 
nently cut down, yea, like unto—”" 

But here the chair-legs came away from under Alexandry, and a 
moment later he was rubbing the back of his garment and bellow- 
ing like a bull-cglf. 

(Next week,“ A Man of Mystery.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ae 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose lodse stamps. 


A LOvER or Justice AND FAR PLay.—Where there are so 
many competitors, it is impossible to please everybody, The charges 
you make against us are libellous inthe highest degree, and if you 
carry out your threat, we shall give you every opportunity of 
substantiating them ina court of a ll Se fe the adrer- 
tisement again.—Hl. R. S.—Thanks; Inét we hace no space-— 
Rusy.—Perhaps you did not address the encelope correctly,— 
Jost.— We cannot tell you.u——AN ADMiRER OP SLOPER must send 
in his coupons in the usual way.— JANE SIMS.—It sims you are 
somewhat ambitious, You must compete in our weekly prize com- 
petition. If. BULLER.—Sorry your sketches are of no use to us. 
——BERTIE SANDERS.—Jf you tnelosed a stamped envelope, our 
Graphologist would, without doubt, hare answered your letter. 
Try again,—FRANK WILLIAMS.—About four years ago.—§ 
Jack.— Thanks; but your suggestion is useless—— AWKWARD 
FIX.—ALLY regrets exceedingly that he cannot help you out of 
it—Errin RoGers.— You must reu!ly be more patient, or you 
will never get a watch, Send in your coupon as soon after you 
receive your paper as possible. 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree : 


3 Months, 1s 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months. 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


SLOPER’S NURSERY RHYMES. 

£1:1:0— 

And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


A WHITE EYED COVE NAMED CHIRGWIN. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
Mr. SKINNYGALEE, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*.* The List will close TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 4TH, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
“UGH! it’s a breezy night,” remarked a visitor, as he entered 
the mansion of the Seatteroats and shook hands all round. “ Does 
it blow five pounds’ worth?” remarked the joy of the house. 
“ Five pounds worth! What do you mean?” queried the friend. 
“Well, px said this morning that he must raise the wind to the 
extent of five pounds, and [ only wanted to know if he's done it,” 
and once again the guileless youngster sought his couch two hours 
before time. rie 
* 


“UNGIRLY girls and girly girls 
Where'er girls girl we see ; 
But the girliest girl of all girl girls 
Is the girl who girls for me.” 
—Lays of an Elderly Male Bird, 1Okth Edition. 


* 

“TT13 sweet to know there is an eye will mark our coming, and 
grow brighter as we come,’” the missionary quoted, as he traversed 
the Desert of Sahara, But when the Sahara savage did a sally from 
behind the Sahara tree, he altered his opinion,and the savage, later 
on, completed the lines—* ‘Tis sweet to stay the missionary’s course. 
Sweet is the white man fat, with hymn beok sauce.” 

** 


“Do you think that fellow can be trusted not to repeat that 
tale?” said Brown, And Wilkins satisfied him when he remarked 
“Rather! [ wouldn't mind telling him any secret, He is a man of 
unimpeachable honour.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 340.—The “ November" Costume. 


= = x 
se) 


Intelligent Stationmaster at Slopperton 
Junction, What dyer say, Jim, 10.45 
express run into the 11.15up? Hang 
the monkey-wrench on to the safety- 
hraim ?" | valve and we'll soon pull things square. 


“That's the bald headed Eagle, my 
dear.” “Is it? Why doesn't he 
wear a wig, like Uncle Ep! 


Elsie. Been to Olympia, eh, Harry? 1 did not know skating taxed one’s 
brain power so much. 

Harry, Taxed one’s brain power ?_ Who said it did so? 

Elsie. No one! Only you seem to have done a lot of head work, dear. 


This noble savage is not following | 
a trail, he is looking for the dollar he 
has just dropped on his way to the 
rum store, 


“TI shall scream when it goes off, 
Rose.” “No need of doing that. Lily; 
there's not a male thing about—even a 
keeper.” 


REL 


(Saturday, November 1, 1890, 


Sees 


“Dip she possess much self-restraint?" “Well, rath yhe 
when I was swinging her, the other day, the rope broke, eet rent: 
and the dear girl came the very gracefullest of croppers on the 
gravel. She must have hurt her knees dreadfully, but if you think 
that she looked at the bruises or applied the soothing rub of com- 
merce, you are mistaken. No; she limped away to the seclusion 
of her own chamber first. There's fortitude for you—there's relfs 
restraiut ! Why, having one’s toes tickled with a qui!l isn't any 
thing to the agony the poor girl must have endured.” 


* 
HE watched her walking down the street ; 
She waaged bet dress im prover ; 
And then he sighed, in accents sweet, 
“What can I say to move her?” 


He wept as in the sunny glade 
Her bustle oscillated ; 

“ Alas, you cruel hearted maid! 
To chilling looks I’m fated.” 


He ny a for in the starry night 
Her line of beauty sweller 
No longer wags—he holds her tight, 
That “‘appy ‘earted feller!” 
Cs y Swinburne and Ginger Ale, 
. 
“Foo,” said ALLY, “I never could abide fog. The way that it 
es down my throat and upsets me is something terrible.” Then 
{cGooseley smiled. “Yes, old man, to hear the fog and the 
‘Unsweetened’ having such astand up fight together that you couzh 
that much that the leaving shop tickets spin out of your pockets 
and knock the eur! out of the ‘Blue Pig's’ moustache, while your 
buttons fly off and break a couple o’ sheets of plate glass—old man, 


1 should give up the booze if 1 was you and—. 
s.* 


* 

Secretary of Local Orange Club, Shure and I'm surprised, Mrs, 
O'Brien, that ye let yer gossoons go to Father Tom's school! Shure 
and he’ll bring them up to confession. 

Mrs. O' Brien. And phwhat if he does, Misther Barryhulligan? I'm 
sartin that Father Tom's too good a man iver to make ‘em confess 
anything wrong, bedad ! + 


SPOKES & Co., the celebrated ‘cycle manufacturers, received a 
letter last week to the following effect :—“ Mr. De Masher will 
thank Messrs. Spokes & Co. to send him a bottle of oil for hi: 
tricycle, and trusts that they will not neglect to send him perfumed 
oil this time, as Mr. De Masher does not care about the common 
article.” *,* 


Overheard ina railway carriage. 

Mrs. Bumphkin Sabah rom a board at a station), V. A.N. 
H. O. U. T. EN. what do that mean, Tom? 

Mr, Bumphin (with lofty contempt). Why, a van as is to let for 
a houtin’, of co'rse. *\* 

«1 say, dad, how do you test for acid with this litmus paper?” 
“Why, my dear,” replied the inquirer’s parent, “you immerse the 
paper in the fluid you are going to test, and if the paper turns blue, 
there is acid in it, or there isn't. | Tam sure I forget which.” 

* 


ON meeting a maiden who seems very nice, 
Before her affections attempting to win, 
You'd much better take ALLY SLOPER'S advice, 
Ana nrst ascertain if she’s got any tin. 
* 


“WELL, my boy,” said the schoolinaster to new pupil, “ what is 
your first name?” “Robinson, sir,” replied the new pupil. “No, 
no!” exclaimed the Dominie, “ your first name, 1 mean. What do 
they call you at home?” “Johnny, sir,’ said the boy. “Then, 
John is your first name?” said the schoolmaster, entering it in 
book. “No, it ain’t, sir. 1 were called Robinson when I was 
borned, but | weren't called Johnny for two months afterwards.” 

s* 


* 

“My dear girl is very industrions,” said Mrs. Bladder to her 
Belinda's latest “cop.” And the “hooked” replied that he liked 
plenty of bustle about a girl. Then the Twiglet chimed in with, 
“Well, Belinda’s got enough; she’s stuffed half a quire of *SLOPER’s 
HaLF-HoLiDAY’ under hers.” ** 


ScENE.—A Country Theatre. 

First Stallite (alluding to handsome but somewhat décolletée 
leading actress). 1 say, old man, just look at her! Isn't shea 
pretty little puss? 

Sceond Stallite. Well, 1 don't know. I think I should call hera 
little bare (/ear).” ; ‘ 

First Stallite. Ah! but you must remember she is advertised as 
a star. + 


Lorp Bos and the Hon. Billy were lately walking in the neigh- 
bourhood of Covent Garden, when the latter looked up, and, 
observing the name of the thoroughfare, slow] observed, “ Humph:! 
Henri-etta Street.” “Did he?” said Lord Bob, with a depreciatory 
sniff. “I shouldn't think it agreed with him if it smelt half as 
strong as this oue does.” *,* 


“J WAS a great gymnast when I was young,” said Bladder pater, 
“and spent hours daily at the horizontal and parallel bars.” And 
the Olive Branch responded, “ Mr. Snarler says you spend hours at 
the bars now—Spiers and Pond's, and the ‘Cheese’ and ‘ Peele's. 

* 


THEY'RE really Voth awful, 

I don’t know whichis worse— 
The amateur painter, 

Or the man who writes verze. 


With both their acquaintance, 
Alas! I’ve been cursed ; 
And, in my opinion, 
The poet is the worst. 


The amateur painter 
Only plays on your purse ; 
But the wretch of a poet 
Wants to read you his verse. 
* 


* * 
THEY were two happy Islingtonians—lights of the npper circle a 
Upper Street, and they waltzed into the Agriculturoora ooral Hall. 
to see the Brewery Show. They did that show thoroughly. Alte 

they had sampled the beers and porter, the whiskies and the stouts. 
and run up and down the gamut of alcoholic samples two or thre 

times, they rolled up against the oyster bar, and one oes 
tried to liedown un it, And Leo Ulimann remarked, firmly. se : 
here, sir, this ain't a bier, if it isin the Brewery Show. Then t u 
daziest of them replies, “ N’ more it ain't. Letsh ‘ave coupl:: bottle~ 
‘f oyshters, an’ open couple dozen stouts on two platsh.” | A y 
Leo inquired, “Natives, sir?” And the dazy one answered, indig: 
nantly, “ Natives ! coursh we are. Bred'n burrer—mean, bred aM 
born in Ishiington. Gi’ me my borreller shtout on the shell -—" 

bally fork for me.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The net picture tobe giren to one of the readers of * ALLY SLOPEW'S Ha els As 
DAY,” is an ofl painting by J. YATES CARRINGTON, measuring 6U in, x OL in, ! 
a@ massive gold srame, and entitled, 

“TEUFEL THE TERRIER.” 

Make ONE APPICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this Le 

ment inclosed, together with nour Name and Address, any time berore December ois 
Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” rc 
“TUE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 
©,° This Picture is on View every Friday aflernoon between 3 p.m. and 6 p.0 


Saturday, November 1, 1890.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE ROYALTY. 


—_— 


1 Love Tomboys, don’t you? A person who once knew one 
wrote of her thus: “1 know,” said he, “an adorable instance in 
Miss Tomgirl Thomas, a 
green-eyed monster of in- 
iquity with a lot of light 
brown hair, which flies 
about in one long plait 
from the back of her head 
—a red lipped, tight 
skirted, shapely little 
hussy, in black stockings 
and high heeled shoes, 
who well-nigh worries the 
life out of poor Miss Mac 
Spartan, her excellent pre- 
ceptress, and deserves for 
doing so a_ right-down, 
regular, good hard slap!” 
Tomboys play marbles 
with their brothers, and 
rounders and wickets, and 
ride astride on the pony or 
the balustrade of the 
family staircase. When 
their nurses tell them to 
behave better, they put out 
jheir tongues, and say 
*Sha'n't!" I wasa Tom- 
boy myself once, so I 
ought to know. 

hoda Broughton’s 
Nancy was a Tomboy, 
though whether Rhoda 
herself was ever one I can- 
not say for certain, but 
must write and ask her. 
To put Nancy on the top 
of a wall and place her on 
the stage was, surely, a 
. happy notion of Robert 
Buchanan's; but, having got her on to the wall and off again 
-necessfully, the rest of the business became rather more difficult. 
Ilumpty Dumpty sat on a wall, and, toppling over, spread out 
broadly, defying the intervention of all the military and civilian 
forces to reinstate him. Nothing of this sort, of course, occurs to 
the Nancy of the Royalty, but the tale is not improved in drama- 
tising. Kobertson might have managed it, or George Godfrey. 

However, one can't have impossibilities, so forget all about the 
hook, and take Nancy as you find her. You won't have much 
trouble either, for Annie Hughes, as Nancy, is awfully nice. Yorke 
stephens does not please me quite as much as Henry Neville did at 
the matinée some months ago, but he is certainly good. Ernest 
Hendrie, as poor cross Pa, is funny. The stage names of Frank 
Musgrave and Mra. Huntley come upon one asa sort of surprise 
bat both these characters are wal reuded by Garthorne an 
Jennie M‘Nulty. 
Hiarriett Jay 
Varbara, aged 
twenty-five, has a 
jay ne seats ques 
about her style I 
much like. Henry 
Esmond, as 


Nancy: 
ANNIE HUGGES, 


Sir Roger Tempest : 
YOuKE STEPHENS, 


Algernon — Grey, 
is nlso very 
sood. Naney 


is better suited to 
a house of the size 
of the Royalty 
than it was to the 
Lyric, and T hope 
it may eatch well 
on with the public 
there, and last so 
long, that that wall 
will be worn quite 
down and have to 
he rebuilt. Alto- 
gether, as far as I 
myself was con- 
cerned, T spent a 
very jolly evening. 

I went, by-the- 
by, in eae ae to 
see the opening 
piece, which. you 
ought to go and 
see too—it begins 
at eight. It is by 
Arthur Morris and 
is called Pepper's 
Diary, and this is the story. The Honourable Robert St. John, by 
some accident at a theatre, receives, instead of his own overcoat 
that of a busy stockbroker, in the pocket of which is a diary with 
l'epper the stockbroker's next day's engagements. As an experi- 
ment he resolves himself to fulfil Pepper's engagements, among 
which is to propose marriage toa certain Widow Pringle. This he 
does, and she accepts him. There isa great deal of fun in this little 
play, which is very neatly constructed, and the audience seemed to 
“much pleased with it. Jennie M‘Nulty was a pretty Pringle and 
Hendrie a smart Sinjun. May Jocelyn played a lady's maid very 
nicely and Smith- 
son’s Pepper was 
funny. 

I wish they 
would give three 
or foursmall pieces 
some night at one 
of the theatres, in- 
stead of one long 
one, so that you 
might come in at 
any time and al- 
ways be sure of 
finding something 
toamuse you. But 
that sume day will 
no doubt be the 
case at a house 
where the acting 
manager does not 
want all the show 
to himself. 

Billy accom- 
panied me to the 
theatre and, hav- 
ing received three 
weeks’ allowance 
in advance from 
his Ma, his pockets 
were filled with 
choice confection- 
ary, of which we 
partook at brief 
intervals. Among 
the assortment | 
found turnovers and hide and seeks, liquorice caramels, twelve a 
[eae monkey nuts, locusts, money mixtures and quiet babies. 
‘etween the acts, ginger beer became a gasping necessity. 


Al, jon G 


gern rey: Mrs, Huntley: 
HENRY V. ESMOND. 


JENNIE M‘NULTY. 


Barbara Grey: 
HARRIET Jay. 


Mr. Grey: 
ERNEST HENDRIE. 
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ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


a eS US 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to:— 
THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 


“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Ally Sloper's HaHf-Holiday,” November 4st, 1890. 


Name 


Address 


Age... ..Occupation, if any 


How many times applied . 


How long a Purchaser of 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday”’ 


The List for this week will close on Tucsday evening next, 
November 4th. The List for October 2th will be published in the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY” for November 8th. 


22Ist WEEK. 
LIST FOR OCTOBER 18th. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been given 


“SLOPER”’ WATCHES: 


1, EDWIN BURCH, Printer, 34 Cirencester Street, Harrow Road. Age, 37 
years. Subscriher—6 years, 9 weeks. L 

2. Miss A. RADLEY, 25 Three Mill Lane, Boomley-by-Bow. Age, 21 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 

3. HENRY CLARKE, Grocer, 100 Lavender Hill, Wandsworth. Age, 23 years. 
Subscriber—over 6 years regularly. LONDON. 

4. Mrs. J. G. STEVENSON, 281 Main Street. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—since 
No. 3. ALEXANDRIA, N.B. 

5. ELLEN WHITE, Barmaid, “Coach and Horses,” Market Square. Age, 20 
years. Subscriber—since commencement. AYLESBURY. 

6. ELIZABETH HENSON, 3 Stapley Road. Age, 28 years. Subscriber—5 years. 


25 weeks. BELVEDERE. 
7. WILLIAM COUGHTREY, Sawyer, Clifton Villa, White Hill. Age,52 years, 
Subscriber—5 years, 36 weeks. CHESHAM. 


8. JAMES WILSON, Seedsman, 114 St. Anne Street, Newtown. Age, 18 years. 
Subscriber—since No. 13. CHESTER. 

9. T. WATSON, Musician, 28 Hawkesbury Street. Age, 38 years. Subscriber— 
since January, 1835. DOVER. 

10, J. C. RAMPTON, Brickmaker, Weybourne Lane. Age, 28 years. Subscriber 
—since February, 1485. FARNHAM. 

11, ERNEST WILLIAMSON, Writer Copyist, 10 Cobden Place. Age, 44 years. 
Subscriber—5 years, 6 months. LEEDs. 

12, A. MURRAY, Schoolgirl, 47 Holdea Street. Age, 18 years. Subscriber —5 
years. LIVERPOOL. 

13. JOSEPH HOCHADAY, Travelling Railway Inspector, 10 Station Cottages. 
Age, 53 years. Subscriber—since commencement. NEWTON ABBOTT. 

14. S. JONES, Machine Closer, 71 St. Michael's Road. Age, 50 years. Subscriber 
—over 5 years and 9 months. NORTHAMPTON, 

15. W. R. SALT, Lacemaker, 46 Dryden Street. Age, 34 years. Subscriber—since 
August, 1884, NOTTINGHAM. 

16. GEORGE BEER, Butcher, 21 Brunswick Road. Age, 26 years. Subscriber — 
over 6 years, PLYMOUTH. 

17. J. BRATTON, Barman, Castle Vaults, Age, 16 years. Subscriber—since 
No. 1. SHREWSBURY. 

18. JAMES HEARN, Mariner, 15 Wesley Place, The Wall. Age, 45 years, Sub- 
seriber—over 6 years. SITTINGBOURNE. 

19. F, DAWSON, Apprentice, 10 Bridge Street. Age, 16 years. Subscriber—5 
years, 9 months. STAFFORD, 

20. ROLAND PILLINGER, O.R. Clerk, 10th Royal Hussars, Age, 32 years. 
Subscriber -since April, 1885, YORK. 


No. 13.—THE PASSIONATE PAWNBROKER TO HI3 LOVE. 


ACCUSTOMED though I am to lend, 
I supplicate thee, dear. 

To me thy pity to extend, 
And lend me now—thine ear. 


To me folks come, both young and old, 
As thou, perchance, hast heard 

To pledge their property for gold ; 
‘Tis J now pledge—my word, 


I make advances all the day 
To those who come to ine; 
And now I trust, love, that I may 
Advances make to thee. 


My love for thee is deep and true ; 
‘Il love thee all my days; 

For though my virtues may be few, 
I've some redeeming traits. 


‘Tis always in our Prayer Books said 
(It cannot be denied) 

That girls their wrcles must not wed ; 
But still, be thou my bride. 


So pray accept a wedding-ring, 
I've got a lot in stock. 

Ah, me! my Jot is harrowing, 
At my fond love you mock. 


———— 


IT FOUND A TENANT. 


“No, sir!” said the conscientious house agent to the gentleman 
he was showing over the very desirable semi-detached residence, 
“there’s nothing the matter with the drains, I can assure you. The 
next door neighbours have one child, certainly, but it is not learn- 
ing the piano, or any other musical instrument, and there is not a 
Salvation Army depot within five miles. There is only one draw- 
back—a very serious one. It has the reputation of being haunted, 
and that’s why we are letting it so cheap.” 

“Haunted!” delightedly exclaimed the gentleman, “haunted ! 
Why, nothing could be better. I’m an author, and I've had to rely 
on my imagination, hitherto, for my ideas for Christmas ghost 
stories for the magazines. Why, if there’s a phantom in the house 
worth a cuss, he'll furnish me with enough material for copy to 
last a lifetime. I'll take the place on a seven years’ agreement,and 
enter into possession at once. Why, the house will bea fortune 
tome!” 


WOoUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been en Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelope. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 

(neing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be turwarded as early us possible, 
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DOLLY’S DELIVERER. 
—— 
It caused quite a panic among the humdrum, every-day-the-same 
inhabitants of Puddlemarsh-in-the-Dummps when the eonort sot 
spread about 


that pretty 
Dolly Austin, 
the youngest 
daughter of 
the Rev. 
Preechlong 
Austin, was 
missing from 
her father’s 


had n tak- 
ing agreat deal 
of interest in 
the doings of 
the Puddle- 
marsh Theatre, 
wherea drama, 
ealled The 
Baboon, was 
being given 
nightly (for a 
fortnight) by 
a company of 
actors and ac- 
tresses from 
London. 

A woman in 
the town, who 
had been em- 
ployed at the 
theatre as 
“char.,” was interviewed by the distracted and reverend father. 

“ You say you saw her at one or two of the rehearsals?” 

“ Yes, sir, an’ wzhally, sir, when Miss Dolly come in, she were 
spoke to a good bit by the leading gent—I think that's what's ‘e's 
called ; tennyrate, it was ‘im. sir, as took the part o’ the man 
what has to tease that there baboon in the first ack. Not that 
Miss Dolly seemed wery much struck on ‘im, for she was all the 
while a-stroking of the big baboon they've got there.” # « * 

“So you've made up your mind to come with us to London? 
said Reginald Fitzmummer, alias the “ leading gent,” to Dolly, 

“Yes,” the girl innocently replied, “ I've quite made up my mind. 
I want to be an actress very much, and—oh, how proud I shall 
of that five pounds a week !” 

“Remember, we all leave by the midnight train. You must get 
away from your place, somehow, by eleven. I shall be waiting at 
the end of the 
drive with a fly, 
and will fetch 
you to our lodg- 
ings, so that we 
may all start 
from there toge- 
ther,” said Vitz- 
mummer, 


* * * *. 

Eleven o'clock 
was striking as 
poor Dolly stole 
silently down 
the drive and 
out at the gate. 
The fly was 
there; so, too, 
>» was Fitzmum- 
, mer—“all there” 
, —and soon the 
two were driv- 
ing on their way 
to join (as Dolly 
imagined) the 
company. 

But the fly 
pulled up at the 
stage-door of the 
theatre. 

“Why have we 
come here?” 
asked the girl, a 
little uneasy. 

“Just to fetch something I'd forgotten,” answered the man, 
jumping from the tly and opening the stage-door with a key. 
‘Come in with me, will you? | sha'n't keep you long, and it’s cold 
out here in the night air.” The two entered the one bored 
together, The moment they got inside, Fitzmummer locked the 
door and put the key in his pocket. The girl's suspicions were 
aroused. 

“ Why have you done that?” she asked, excitedly. 

“ Because we're not going to London at all, and you are going to 
stay here with me—at all events, until morning.” 

“T shall not! He : ; Fy 

Fitzmummer’s hand was over Dolly's mouth ina jiff, and the 
girl was being dragged further into the dark, deserted building. 

All at once there came the patter-patter as of naked feet along 
one of the passages leading to where Dolly was struggling to release 
herself, apa the man suddenly felt himself seized from behind in 
an iron grip. 

Dolly could 
just see two 
dark forms 
surging to 
and fro. Then 
came a loud, , 
piercing cry 
ot pain: it 
was the cry 
of Fitzmum- 
mer, who fell 
dead at her 
feet. Dolly 
fainted. 

Next morn- 
ing, recovered 
from her 
swoon, the 
girl took the 
key from the 
murder A d 
man’s pocket, 
and made her 
escape. She 
was afraid to 
go home, and 
took the road 
to London, 
determined, 
when arrived 
there, to seek 
out her aunt, 
tell her her . 
story, throw herself on her mercy, and to beg her protection. 

But the search party. already out, met her on the read, and she 
was taken home—and forgiven. 4 

The poor baboon was killed for his pains ' 


Stroking the Baboon, 


” 


“Come in with me.” 


” 


|— 


In an iron grip. 


paca PER MARLEY PEs BAAS 


Wasp. Now. you old josser, I wouldn't 
condescend to sting yuu, so put up yer dooks, 
ani fll knock you out in acouple of rounds. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those | 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


No, 154.—MIs$S NELLIE SIMMONS. 


“No longer can my passion be suppressed.” —The Dook Snook. 
“She is the god of my idolatry.” -—Lord Bob. | 
“Tam a captive to her many charms.” —The Hon. Billy. | 


ANOTHER 


(1). The Cowcaddens have taken up the conversion of the Elder with spirit, and send, at the invitation of the Laird, 


ALMOST, IF NOT QUITE! 
Customer (to shop assistant). This hat is decidedly too old for me. | 
Don't you think so, my dear? It makes me look almost thirty! | 


Lunting field.” 


not waggon or van horses ! 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


\ 
es GQ 
\\\ 

pil! iy 


OBSERVED 
yequs,t” 
OSS EMBLE 


MAM 


(1). It was A. SLOPER'S intention, as on like occasions, to pay Sir Arthur 
Sullivan a little compliment in the way of attire, and he had got as far as the first 
lamp-post from Mildew Court, in the uniform of a Yeoman of the Guard, when he 
found it was necessary to retire, in consequence of the unlimited amount of chivying 
aud chyiking indulged in by the ribald youth of Battersea.—(2). But The Eminent 


“I want a horse that will always be in the van in the 
“Take the 'oss away, Joe. I trade in ‘igh class ‘osses, sir— 


is not easily daunted. Hastily selecting the garb of a Penzance pirate as not 80 pro- | 


nounced, he again issued forth, but the distant yells of the populace told him too | 


plainly he must dissemble, so he culled a cab, Sir Arthur was engaged. “I was pre- 
pared for this,” said A. SLOPER, smiling. “Tell Sir Arthur I have come to resture 


ATTEMPT TO CONVERT 


two of their irresistible yelpers to bring the backslider to reason. 
L.V.8.—-The Cowcaddens are determined not to stand this conduct, and intend to take the matter up with spirit. A meeting is to be held in the Ram's Horn Kirk on Sabbath evening Srst.—ED, A.S.H.-H. 


(2). At eventide, when the sun was low, the converters returned, chanting, “ Wae's me for Prince Charli 


THE 


(Saturday, November 1, 1890, 


“TI was persuaded to take the shouting gallery at 
our last bazaar, Never again, dearest. The nuise 
was too great—not the shooting, but the men's sense- 
less chatter. Male things are only good at one sort 
of shooting. By-the-way, darling, how's your dear 
| little cat ¢"—L-rtract srom letter of young lady. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIR ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 


some lost "——(3). The distinguished composer was at work, and, A¢ 
A. tiarabactee, was looking about for something hard on which to strike lis 
tuning-fork. “Can I assist you?” asked A. SLOPER. “Thank you,” said Sir Arthur, 
and used The Eminent’s massive brow for the purpose. “You have come to restore 
me—~"——(4). “* The Lost Curd, laddie. Ha, ha !—excuse the little joke, and now 
te!l me-——"——(5). Sir Arthur is terrible when roused. In a moment, A. SLOPEK 
was bound hand and foot with the fragment of clothes'-line, and carried downstairs. 
The cab was waiting for The Mouldy One, who was bundled inside. “ To the police 
station!” thundered Sir Arthur, as he slammed-to the front door. 


ELDER. 


le!" 
The Elder had evidently used a field-barrow. 


A duet! 
The applat 
of the este 


—_ 


\ 


Ww. 


“No, Mra, 


re anything 
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SS 


Odo rous «Ke 


4 


iv *GChirsby oe oy: The Ge ole Cerysant ye me - 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


November, eh? Drat the confounded month! Fogs—ugh !—bronchitis, drat it! Rheumatism ,; heir hunting, as we see:—All ornithologists should go And study Mr. Marks's show :—It seems to 
—oh, lor! Coughs, colds, neuralgia, asthma and what-not. Goodness gracious me! what a terrible me no one can tell The reason of this horrid smell :—To see this Show the lawyers flock, And uf 
jot of ills the flesh is heir to! On we go:—Old Billy Gladstone's left his home, And in gay Scut- | Chrysanthema take stock,—Hare hunting began on the 29th prox. Just so. But Alexandry does 
land now will ream :—The law of whirligig, I hear, Svon will to all of us be clear :—* This beer, | not seem to sppreviate the noble and health giving sport. Bad taste, rhaps ; But the old ‘un’s 
1m sure, I shall enjoy,” Quoth eagerly the thirsty boy :—Our dear old ALLY, just for spree, Begins \ a rare ‘un to tack 


le when his dander's riz——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


IT MAY HAVE BEEN SO. 


O28 


7 


HIMS ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


A duet by two celebrated members of the Bubbleton Glee Society. 
The applause with which they were greeted, was sufficient criterion 
vf the esteem they are held in. 


HIS FIRST ATTEMPT. 


“ Hold up, guv'nor—you're all over the bally shop, and we 
ain't old clothes’-props !” 


qi 
e| 


TUT | 
i : ] om hil 
(Win ANN A yy 


SHE WAS QUITE PLEASED. 


“The Earle woulde have saluted ye fayre ladie, but she dyd ducke 
Mistress. So gav you did not break the decanter? Then how do you account for it, Jane? 
ase, Biting aaa twas full o’ spirits, so perhaps it overbalanced iteelf, like master does some- | ryglit coylie, and ber heade~iresse dyd catch hym one undere ye 
times wheu he's that way! nose. ‘Damme!’ sayde ye Earle."— Fragment of an old romance. 


“No, Mra, Murphy, I have never seen your daughters, but if they 
“re anything like their mamma, they musf be fine, handsome girls.” 


-~ . 5 EIR Deabraeg ‘ 
costa ae Rt 5 


diy 5 : 
vw Laos it iad. ain diet mary aetna Ria PL dake 


pee a 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


eS 
A PENNY ON THE BOTTLE. 

VitAT rhythm in those words, and what meaning, too !—words 
so familiar toall of us Who ee'talfurd to have our * Unsweetened” 
in by the gal- 
lon at atime! 
To A.SLOPER. 
there's a deal 
of romantic 
sentiment in 
the idea of a 
hard worked 
son of Fleet 
Street, after 
the week's toil 
is o'er, fetch- 
ing his six- 
penn’orth late 
on a Saturday 
night, and 
having to de- 
posit one 
ef on the 

ottle. It 
shows the un- 
bounded faith 
* the purveyor 

of the juice of 
the juniper 
berry must 
have in the 
consumer 
thereof. An- 
otherexample 
: of the effects 
of Capital and Labour! Where's John Burns? A. SLOPER is so 
used to the practice of investing his penny in the way described, 
that he is having the words emblazoned on the front of “The 
Sloperies ” asan incentive to others. This motto will be surmounted 
by a weather cock, which, when fixed, will enable The Eminent to ex- 
press a decided opinion as to which way the wind blows. P.S.— 
Tue fact is, The Obelisk is so often obliged to adjourn to the roof 
to get out of the way of his creditors, that he has fitted a sort of 
Greenwich Observatory up there to amuse himself with. He says 
it’s so dull on the roof doing nothing. 


—— 


* 

MADAME ADELINA PATTI has just announced her intention of 
building a synagogue tn the grounds of her Welsh castle. From 
this it appears the “human nightingale” has embraced the Jewish 
versuasion and will no longer be able to regale herself with the 
fisctous joint of the frisky pig. Adelina Patti is, indeed, to be 
pitied ; but it is her loss and not the pig's. 


hed 

A WRITER in an American paper asserts that one rarely meets 
with a pretty girl in Europe, and in England, with the exception 
of the chambermaid, never, The 
chambermaids will undoubtedly feel 
honoured at this tribute to their 
beauty. But still it is to a great 
extent true; beauty among the upper 
classes is undoubtedly dying out. 
If a man wishes to see g: looks, 
he would no more think of seeking 
it in Mayfair or Park Lane than he 
would of flying. No, if he really 
wants to see prettiness he will seek 
anywhere except in that locality. 
late hours and lack of exercise in 
the fresh air is the chief cause of this 
unfortunate state ofaffairs. A girl be- 
longing to the lower classes is very 
rarely out of bed after 11 P.M., and 
almost invariably spends an hour or 
two of each diy in the open air, and 
what is the consequence. Good com- 
plexion, a healtuful glowand a con- 
tented expression, three of the chief 
charms which go to compose female 
loveliness. If girls belonging to 
the upper classes would learn this 
lesson from their poorer sisters, it 
would be a move in the right 
direction. ee 

= 


Not to be behind hand in 
novelties, the management of the 
Royal Music Hall have recently added, to their already lengthy 
programme, the name of M. Servais le Roy, who introduces to our 
notice a really marvellous illusion, entitled, “The Three Graces.” 
The effect of this performance is startling—to all appearance three 
ladies being produced trom space. Go and see it for yourselves is 
our advice. Sandow is great guns at this hall. 


= 

To all those love sick swains who have lingered upon the path 
of courtship too long, the following amusing incident points an 
excellent moral. Just before the steamship Serria sailed from 
Queenstown Harbour for New York, a young Irish girl yielded to 
the entreaty of her lover, who rushed on board at the last moment, 
and abandoned her intended voyage. Thedilatory swain, who is a 
Birmingham provision merchant, had courted the girl for more 
than six years without asking the momentous question. “You 
were very nearly too late,” remarked the damsel ; “you should have 
asked me before.” So now, Edwin, take ALLY'S advice and clasp 
Anzelina to your beating heart, and implore her to share your joys 
and become a partner in your sorrows. 

’-* 


, <= 

To judge from the hearty affirmative which the audience gave to 
Miss Wallis’ question as to whether they liked the play, and desired 
= that it should be 

continued ; the 
Sirth Com- 
mandment has 
weathered the 
storm which 
beset it at the 


outset of its 
voyage, and it 
now sails 


bravely before 
the wind of 
public apprecia- 
tion. The au- 
thor, Mr. Robert 
Buchanan, has 
made many al- 
terations for the 
better, and the 
piece now plays 
much closer 
than at first. 
To those lovers 
of sensational 
Russian stories, 
flavoured with 
Nihilists, secret 
eee ; police, and 
Siberia, the Sirth Commandment will prove vastly interesting. 
Messrs. Lewis Waller, Herbert Waring, Mon. Marius, Miss Wallis, 
Miss Marion Lea, and, indeed, all concerned, work well for the 
success of the production. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE blue stocking is evidently not appreciated in Norway. A 
law has just been promulgated there to the effect that no damsel 
shall be eligible for the holy state of 
matrimony unless she be thoroughly 
proficient in spinning, knitting and 
cooking. This is as it should be. 
No husband wants a treatise upon 
the application of physical forces 
instead of a decently cooked meal, 
and he doubtless prefers to have his 
shirt buttons regularly attended tu 
in preference to a discussion on, say, 
the N icomachean Ethics. 


* 
THE inhabitants of the chacmning 
suburb of Barnes were pretty well 
flabbergasted on Friday, October 
17th, when they discovered that The 
Tottering Fabric was expected down, 
together with other gentlemen, more 
or less distantly connected with 
literature and the fine arts. Hus- 
bands, in the habit of going to the 
City regularly every day, took a 
whole holiday. Wives threw down 
the undarned sock, children played 
truant from school, and the slaveys 
went out on strike. In fact, there 
was a general feeling throughout 
Barnes to let the welkin ring. The 
opening of the “Red Lion “Hotel,” 
kept by Mr. Griffiths, was the chief 
event of the day, and, in a few 
chosen, though somewhat disjointed words, A. SLOPER said that 
“They mightsh considersh the * Rel-ion-sh ’ open, and they could 
also ‘Rel-ion-sh’ his patronage.” The distance from town bein 

too great, shutter was useless, so The Old Man tucked himsel 

up for the night on the Common, humming to himself, “ Twinkle, 
twinkle, little star,” until he slept the sleep of the virtuous, 


* 

THE New York police officers are now extremely busy. They have 
orders toarrest all boys under the age of sixteen, who are seen smok- 
ing cigarettes. The difficulty is in obtaining the knowledge whether 
a boy is sixteen or not. A case occurred the other day in which a 
youth of twenty was walked off to the station house for smoking, 
simply because the intelligent bobby did not think he was sixteen. 
If these cases crop up often, the lot of the New York hobbledehoys 
will not be an enviable one. * 


THE first baby born in Heligoland under German rule was made 
a great fuss of. Money was collected from different sources, and 
a large sum was handed to the parents of the child. The Em 
ror became godfather to the fortunate or unfortunate infant, who, by- 
the-by, is also the first German recruit from Heligoland. and who 
has received a handsome gold cup from the illustrious godparent. 
s 


A. SLOPER fears he has a rival. 
the “friend of man” and ladies (young preferred), 
acknow- 
ledge the 
existence 
of a rival 
—at leust 
as far as 
his gener- 
osity is 
concerned 
—in that 
gay young 
spark, the 
genial 
Duncan,of 
Breach of 
Promise 
and Ma- 
trimonial 
Vewsfame. 
Noticing 
A. SLO- 
PEB'S pop- 
ul arit y 
with the British public 


Instead of ley 8 a as 
e to 


and being jealous of the same, Buncan at 
once put it down to The Eminent's openhandedness, and determined 
to outbid him for public favour at any price; so, chiefly with 
this idea, he called unto his dwelling place two young and beautiful 
maidens, smiled upon them, presented them with a few thousand 
pounds each, and sent them away with his blessing. There is no 
doubt as to the perfect genuineness of this spasmodic generosity, 
as it has been guaranteed by Duncan himself. Yet there are some 
wicked people going about who sneer at the idea of the thing, and 
look upon the statement as a got up affair. W ell, well! the world 
is indeed cold and appreciates not true generosity. A Duncan 
would never stoop to telling a base falsehood. 


To all those kind friends who have sent potatoes, more or‘ess in 
the likeness of the F.O.M., The Blighted Blossom begs to tender 
his sincere thanks, He regrets exceedingly that want of space 
makes it a matter of impossibility to reply to them individually. 
The Baked Potato Club—President, Alexandry Sloper ; Committee, 
William Higgins—is in course of formation at Mildew Court. 


* 

IN an article in a contemporary, on “The Female Figure,” the 
writer lays great stress upon the necessity of all girls who are 
desirous of ores “a full bust and : 
rounded waist,” indulging in plenty of 
physical exertion. neing, skating, 
running and skipping are enumerated 
as the t ; those games oramusements 
that necessitate stooping being con- 
demned as greatly injurious. Lady 
cricketera, tennis pe vers (who have to 
stoop to pick up the lis), make a note 
of this and be wise in time.” 


A ZEALOUS member of the Magyar 
press, in an endeavour to interview the 
Archduchess Maria Theresa,met with an 
ignominious fate, being flung over the 
balustrades, down a flight of stairs, by 
the adjutant, Count Schaaffgotsche. 
(Mind your jaw !) ** 


THERE is no truth in the rumour 
that a Certain Distinguished Littéra- 
teur, not unconnected with this journal, 
fought three rounds with the footman 
before he obtained admission to Sir 
Arthur Sullivan's sanctum. 


* ay 
A WIDOWER farmer was the father of /) 7 
two sons; and these sons, as may nat- “<—*~ 
urally be supposed, were brothers. \0/ 
Strange to say, there lived, close by, a NV} WY/ 
widow, who had two daughters, who ath 
were, of course, sisters. The families bee ==" 
came acquainted. Result : pa marries ma and the brothers, like 
dutiful sons, marry the sisters. The weddings took place at the 
same time, and the three pairs are now living under the same roof. 
A good family arrangement, this; was it not? So economical ! 
One wedding breakfast, and one house for three wedded pairs, is 
good, very good biz. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 8TH, 1890, 
——- ° 


2nda November, 1818.—This day, Sir Samuel i 
mined sales OF cueing bin throat’ Really: pce ie 
remembrance rests on his efforts to mitigate the Draconic code of 
English law. At that time, nearly three hundred crimes, varying 
from the most frightful atrocity to keeping company with gipsies, 
were indiscriminately punishable with death. ba 


5th November, 1788.—The follo-:ing is the copy of a bil! 
for brandy and wine delivered on this date :—“To 4 gals, best 
brandy, at 9s., £1 16s.; to a quarter of a pipe best port, at £45, 
£11 5s. ; 13 doz. bottles for ditto, at 2s, 6d., £1 12s. 6d.; corks and 
bottling, 5s.; hampers, 3s, Total—£15 ls. 6d.” Compare these 
prices with those charged in 1890 for the “ best.” 


“6th November, 1845.—Elizabeth Mundell was this day 
murdered by Martha Browning. to secure possession of two notes 
which turned out to be of the Bank of Elegance. 


%th November, 1615.—Ann Turner, the wife of a physician, 
was indicted on this day, before Sir Edward Coke, for the murder 
of Sir Thomas Overbury ; the learned judge, observing that she had 
a hat on, told her, “to put it off.” Whereupon she said she thought 
it singular that she might be covered in the house of God, and 
not in the judicature of man. Sir Edward replied, “that from God 
no secrets were hid: but that it was not so with man, whose inte/- 
lects were weak ; therefore in the investigation of truth, the court 
should see all obstacles removed ; and use the countenance 
is often an index to the mind, all covering should be taken away 


from the face." 
O8.—Lord Byron’s first letter bears this 


Sth November, 1798.- } 
date. In the library of Trinity College is the original letter, of 
which the following is a copy :— 

DEAR MADAM,—My mamma being unable to write herself, 
desires I will let you know that the potatoes are now ready and 
you are welcome to them whenever you please. She begs you will 
ask Mrs. Parkyns if she would wish the poney to go round to 
Nottingham, or to go home the nearest way, as it is now quite well, 
but too small to carry me. 

] have sent a young rabbit, which I beg Miss Frances will accept 
off a and which I promissed to send before. My mamma 
desires her best compliments to you all, in which I join. 

lam, Dear Aunt, yours sincerely, 

Newstead Abbey, 8th November, 1798. 

1 hope you will excuse all blunders, as it is the first letter I ever 
wrote! 


Byron. 


A SHOCKING OCCURRENCE. . 

THE office pote has received somewhat severe shock to hi: 
nervous system, combined with a battering about the cranium, from 
which he is not likely to recover for some considerable time. I! 
was picked up in an insensible condition in a court off Drury Lave, 
and the following incoherent statement, uttered during one of the 
paroxysins of delirium, may serve to explain the apparent mystery 
of his conditiou:— 


With a beating heart through the mazy throng, 
1 followed the fairy form ; 
My breath came quick, and my pulses throbbed, 
or my soul with love was torn. 


For many a long and weary mile, 
I shadowed the maid divine, 

And swore, by the awfullest swear I knew, 
To one day call her mine. 


At a dirty house in a filthy slum 
She knocked at a door, and said, 
“ Quick, Bill ! ‘ere’s a cove wot as followed me ‘ome ; 
ome and kibosh ‘is bloomin’ ‘ed !” 


———_ 


, IT SETTLED HIM. 

HE was a Cityfied bounder, and he had got himself up on this 
occasion totally regardless of cost and anything like taste. 

His gloves knocked chips off Colman’s Mustard in the matter of 
colour, and his butterfly bow was a sweet creation in green and 
orange, which harmonized delightfully with the rest of his attire. 
He swaggered down the platform, under the delusion that he was 
creating an impression, and, as the train steamed in, he exclaimed. 
in a voice lou enough to be heard all over the platform, “Mi. 
portah! Ah! is this—ah !—wight for Wichmond?’ And as the 
two prettiest girls on the platform passed, the porter sang oUt, 
“Yus! Jump in sharp, if you're going on—third class forward! 

[And then the sun seemed tu shine no longer. 


SPIRITED. 

RETURNING home, he carefully put his hat inthe umbrella stand. 
gnd hung his soaking “brolly” upon a hat peg. As he enter, 
the bedroom, and proceeded to put his boots under the pillow, an 
his watch outside the door, the wife of his bosom remarked that 
the place smelt like a spirit cellar. “ ‘Fernal barber, he explaied. 
“‘gisted on puttin’ bay rum on my hair—beeshly stuff! | Hate be 
rum! Hate spiritsh !"” “Did he rub it on your hair? leg 
she, who “had been a good woman to him the wretch! ‘au ; 
replied, “Rubbed it as hardsh he could, the shcoundrel ! 4 nd 
she remarked, “ Ah ! I thought it had somehow got into your hea 


—_—_—————— 


A QUEER SETTLEMENT. e 

“ Drer Sur,” wrote Pebblebeach’s washerwoman, the one ae i 

“i trust it will bea convenant tu Settel mi little Bill, als a 

patched the epistolary masterpiece by her youthful son Wi ear 

who presently returned to the domestic fireside, bearing * Eent 

from our hard-up friend, in which he intimated that if 5 a eettle 
round to bother him any more for such a paltry account, hed #0 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


Pr = 
£ will be paid by Mn. Grupert Darziet, the | 

150 prietor ie ee SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, I 
next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway | ipa 
on dut paoasedy e 


who should happen to meet with hisor verti’ 
in a Railway Accident, in age rt of the United aig ; 
PROVIDED a copy of the current iseue of“ ALLY BLO EERE al 
Ho.Lipay” iafoann upon the Deceased at the time of the Mont the 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ?s published ag ‘vil the 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o’cloc » aloe 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 
the following Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, November 1, 1890.) 


A QUITE TOO UTTERLY AWFUL OUTLOOK. 


‘With regard to the threatened revival of the so called wsthetic craze, and of 
those strange, flopping creatures so given to pose,a few years back, an influential 
yer advises all journals, especially of the comic sort, to take no kind of notice 


rene “cranks.”) 
—————— WE emsthetes, so utterly 
< Hore we we. quite leo-loo > utter ‘ 
/ (az And quite too elately 
> too-too, 


Go 


Are preparing again forth 
to tlutter, 
Delighting the weary 
world’s view. 
But, just while rehears- 
ing our flopping 
After old “stained glass 
window " design, 
comeneriies aii at cruel- 
y stopping 
The notice for which 
our souls pine. 
Our languors and lilies 
These newspaper  sil- 


lies 
Have dared to denounce, 
in stern words that 


appal, 
Ae we fear—oh ! woe, 
willow !— 

Os Cals they will kill, 


Nee 
: »; If Pressmen won't notice 
our poses at all! 


We'd stand ridicule—nay, we'd prefer it— 
‘Tis a tribute to Minds such as ours ; 
When our craze cools, this helps to re-stir it, 

And glads us who feed upon tlow’rs. 
We'd delight (for the notice we yearn for) 
In ad/ mud the journals can throw ; 
‘Tis Publicity’s pleasure we burn for ; 
But, alas! journals row will say “No!” 
Yea, e’en SLOPER, the Precious, 
: With “ pars” won't refresh us. 
We hear he'll ignore us whate'er may befall, 
And so (willow-waly !) 
We'll direly droop daily, 
Because the Proud Press will not heed us at all! 


A GOOD DEFINITION. 


“Waat,” said young Sharpshins, “is the meaning of the expres- 
sion, dad, that a ‘criminal has got ‘clean away’?" “ Why,” re- 
plied old Sharpshins, “when a man makes his escape and the 
police are scouring the country for him.” 


Each Week Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY "—one to 
a Lady, and one toa Gentleman, Cut out and sill in the Label 
printed below, expressing a wish what you are in want of, and post 


dtu 
ALLY’S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


*,° Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Excelope wiether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November ist, 1890. 


Name........ 
Address ... 


Want® 


* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
lesé6th WEEK. 


LIST FOR OCTOBER 18th. 
The following Applicants have been given 


“SLOPBR PRESENTS.” 


1, Miss CLARA LITTLE, Cote Hill, CARLISLE. 
A WRITING-CASE. 
2. H. J. BIRDSEYE, Post Office, Chalvey, SLOUGH. 


A SIDE DRUM. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


——_ 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charger, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
mot for publication, but as a quarantee 
of good faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
turward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the allver- 
trsements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
: J 


A YOUNG LADY, aged 22, of dark 
‘ complexion, considered nice looking by all 
, ‘TF acquaintances, height 5 ft. 6 in., good figure, 

tical, and good singer, moves in very good 
~wlety, Would like to correspond with a fair 
‘ uileman, in good position, with a view to 
matrimony, Please address, in the strictest con- 


fi knee" IRIS,” Tootsie'’s Matrimonial Agency. 
T E ‘ 

ang lady with a view to early matrimony. Holds good appointment, 
: t with private income. Aged 24; height, 5 ft. 11 in.; dark complexion. 
-\ddress, with photo, to—“ TED,” Tootsic’s Matrimonial Agency. 


rn Sr a en ee 
A YOUNG LADY, aged 19, of sweet disposition, hazel eyes, dark 
zt curly hair, olive complexion, nice teeth, height 5 ft. 2 in. with a nice in- 
i ne of her own (while she works for it), would like to correspond with a tall 
rf H Joeman of goal income, not handsome, but affectionate and reasonable. 
‘Ulress —* EUGENIE,"” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


VIOLET (Aged 21). 


D would like to correspond with 


A BACHELOR, nearly 40. engineer by profession, fair complexion, 
San 5 ft. 10 in. high, in a very good position, would like to communicate with 
Ea aane lady (aged 20 to 30). Good looking, and of fair complexion. Please 
sin 


c oto, which will be returnel. Address—“SCOTCUMAN,” Tootsie’s Matri- 
Monial Ageney, 


N ELLIE, tall, fair, aged 20, thoroughly domesticated and musi- 
cy pith Wishes to correspond with a dark young fellow, loving disposition, 
1 of home, Address, with photo—* NELLIF,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


YoUnG MAN, aged 30, tall, fair, musician, an abstainer, desires 
a one correspond with young lady. Address—* H.,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


%,* A Prize of £100 and the “AWARD OF MERIT” will be 
given to anyone who can prove that these letters are not genuine, 


October 16th, 1890. 
To SLOPER, IMPERATOR,— May the Gods of Witand Impudence 
continue to protect and preserve Your Imperial Highness, and sur- 
round the Great Hat with a funny halo! May it please your Im- 
perial Highness toaccept the humble thanks of the undersigned and 
undeserving subject for those titles and privileges conferred upon her 
by the“ Sloper Award of Merit,” all of which, having been gloriously 
published by Great ALLY, will go far toward deceiving the public 
into the belief that she deserves them. This F.O.S. is further 
grateful for the timely protection given her by the legitimate right 
to these mystic letters, by which sks is rescued from the shocking 
and uncomfortable penalties she would certainly have incurred by 
surreptitiously signing them after her name. However, whether 
they may mean Fond Of Silliness, or Fellow of the Order of Sloper 
(which she is informed—and is proud to be “a fellow "), she is 
mightily honoured to write herself your Imp.-Highness’ obedient 

servant, ELEANOR CALHOUN, F.O.S. 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No, 33.—HE Is CONCERNED ABOUT HIS WEALTH. 


“ THE time has come,” SLOPERIUS said, 
“When nights are dark and drear, oh! 
And William Sikes his doss-house bed 
Forsakes with great good cheer, oh ! 
And enters rich men’s stately halls 
By sinuous ways malign, oh ! 
And thence, ere long, as ‘cutely crawls 
With countless heaps of rhino! 


“So I must take strong means to make 
My own prodigious wealth, oh! 
Secure against the burglar's fake, 
The burglar’s skill and stealth, oh! 
And when the burglar dares to board 
This rich abode of mine, oh! 
He'll crave in vain my priceless hoard, 
My jewels, rings and rhino!” 


Then swift to Milner’s shop he went, 
And thus his order gave, oh !— 
“I'm quite resolved to circumvent 
The bad, burglarious knave, oh! 
So send a safe to Mildew, please, 
Of burglar proof design, oh ! 
And large enough to hold with ease 
A willion’s worth of rhino!” 


Now, Alexandry, with a fear 
That SLUPER scarce was sane, oh ! 
Had followed in The Bapreops rear 
With deep distress and pain, oh ! 
And thus he heard Old Slenderknees 
Bespeak a safe so fine, oh ! 
As to accommodate with ease 
A million’s worth of rhino! 


So, rushing into Milner's straight, 
In angry tones he spoke, oh! 

“Confound your crazy, cracked old pate, 
I'd like to pull your boko ! 

No burglars e’er would be sich fools 
As goods like yourn to cop, oh ! 

And all yer plate an’ gems an’ jools 
Is in yer uncle's shop, oh! 

And, as there ain't no mite of brass 
In all our crib, as J know, 

What need to fit, you bloomin’ hase, 
A safe to hold your rhino?” 


7 6-2) 


The Eminent has this day conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 


upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the qualifications ocin 
ee f ie stated bencath each name — if ’ 


CHARLES ABSOLON, | FRANK EGERTON, 
Because he's a veteran cricketer. Because he won the Prince of Wales’ 


Ww a. & Busts Artillery Prize. 
ALTER H. 8. BLIZZA 
Because he's a clever detective. F. MASON, 


Because he's a good Mason, 
J. YATES CARRFNGTON, ARTHUR EDGAR PERCIVAL, 
Because he painted Teufel the 
Terrier.” 


| Because he's a comedian who can make 
| even SLOPER laugh, 


AIDA RESCALLI, 


PETITE CARRIE, 
La . Because she's a lively, classical dancer, 


Because she's a clever Xylophonist. { 
PROFESSOR CYRIL, | 
\ 


| HERBERT Biplane) 
2 Because "t trifle riber 
Because he's a terrific high diver. bd proish dl yp the ¢ 


J. W. WILKINSON, 


JOHN DILLON, 
Fy Because he's a Zawo-lous manager. 


Because he's an Oirish Pathriot. 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
November 1st, 1890. Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 


£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” hare been 
presented to 


R. OVERY, St. Pancras, King's Langley, 
Sor the Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first Line the words, 
A NASTY OLD WOMAN NAMED CHARRINGTON. 


A NASTY old woman named Charrington 
As the goddess of purity posed ; 
She said, “ By-and-by 
Mac Dongal and I 
Will get all the music halls closed.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 


-_—>— 


* * Subscribers of not icss than a Shilling will receive (post- 


* 


Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £52 16s. 37. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; J. PERKS, Junr., 18.; WM. EVANS, 
1s. 6d.: ANNIE BROWN, Is. 2d.; W. CAMPBELL, 4d.; EDDIE THOMAS, I8.; I R- 
ANCE AGENT, 2s.; ELL PUDDEPHATT, 1s.; J. F. JOHNSON, 1s.; H. DOWNING, 
2d.; J. Scort, 1s, 
Making a total received up to October 21st, 1890—L£54 6s, 5d, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Mem. To StupD OWNERS.—You may obtain a fairly good (d)'oss 
in Whitechapel for 4d. . . 

CarD PLAYING MEM.—The right bower—one with a pretty 
young lady in it. : 

Mr. J. L. Tooue, being told that he had migrated like a hird 
from our shores, replied, calmly, “ Well, 1am one—a J L.-bird.” 

SLOPER has, at last. had a drop of “ Unsweetened” which he 
didn't enjoy. His bottle fell out of his tail-pocket and disappeared 
down two flights of stairs. 

Apropos orders :—For McNab, the Order of the Bath; for 
Tootsie, the Garter ; for Lord Bob, the Thistle. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A MENDACIOUS ROMANCE OF MERCENARY MATRIMONY.) 
—o— 
CHAPTER IX. 

THE Another felt a sad tremor of joy thrill through his frame as 
he assisted Mrs. Gregory into the boat. There was bliss in the 
thought that he was rowing her, and there mizht also be blisters 
ere the job was completed, and she looked very sweet that morning, 


The boat suddenly heeled over. 


They were about a mile from the shore when the captain men- 
tioned that he should like to rowa bit. A change of seats had to 
be effected for this purpose, and, while this was being attempted, 
from some unexplained cause the boat suddenly heeled over to one 
side, and in an instant after, it filled and sank beneath the briny. 

The three were struggling in the water, and the water was quickly 
struggling into them. 

The Another's first thought was to swim ashore. His second 
thought was that it would be nice to save Mary at the same time. 
Swimming towards her, he seized her by the back hair, which was 
luckily a fixture, and began to swim towards the beach, Only for 
a moment did this selfish spirit continue. A nobler thought came. 
He might even acquire the “ Sloper Medal for Valour” if he made an 
effort to save the husband as well. He looked over the surface of 
the water, and a short distance away he suw the captain's leg 
becalmed. To swim towards it was the inspiration of a moment; 
to get there was 
the work ofabout 
six minutes, 

Alas! the noble 
aspirationtosave 
the captain was 
of nouse. When 
he reached the 
veteran hero, he 
found that he 
was past taking 
an interest in 
sublimaryaffairs, 
and that he, who 
had eschewed 
waterall his life, 
had at length fal- 
lena victim toan 
over-dose of it. 
In brief, the cap- 
tain was as dead 
as Julius Cosar, 

The cork leg 
was so buoyant 
that it insisted 
upon keeping 
the captain's feet 
out of the water, 
and this natural 
law submerged 
the other and 
the nobler end. 
Had the captain 
worn acork head 
instead of a cork leg, matters might have been all right ; a8 it was, 
they were all wrong. He had only been known to be light-headed 
during a carousal. It had not been arranged that the captain 
could inhale air sufficient to support existence through his toes, and 
so he inhaled more water than was good for him, and was duly 
gathered to his fathers. 

When Mary had recovered from the swoon into which she had 
fallen simultaneously with her falling into the sea, she found her- 
self seated on the captain's leg, which was beautifully balanced by 
the weight of the body of the extremely recent Gregory, while the 
brave Another was towing the flotilla towards the beach by the 
boot-laces, the ends of which he held in his mouth. Mary at once 
realized that she was a widow. It was painful; but the poignancy 
of her grief was much mitigated by the circumstance that the 
marriage settlements had been ample, and that the late lamented 
had made his will in her favour. / 

Considerations like these materially lightened the calamity, and 

if she but got 
jy ashore all right 
this time, Another 
might yet do much 
to ameliorate her 
grief. From her 
position she could 
see the shore well, 
and there, she 
could see, the ac- 
cident had been 
observed. A boat 
was putting out 
to their rescue. 
There was no use 
in Another ex- 
hausting — himself 
farther, She in- 
vited him to join 
her on the late 
lamented’s leg. 

The leg support- 
ed both till the 
boat reached the 


Seized her by the back hair. 


group, and the 
legacy — supported 
them for the re- 


mainder of their 
lives, 

They planted the 
remains of the 
eaptain in a com- 
fortable high 
priced cemetery 
lot, and they planted the remains of his various legs beside him, 
As his ghost has never been known to walk, it is inferred that the 
old man has sworn off from artificial «zs of all kinds, and is 
content with journeys which can be accomplished with a hop, 

THE END, 


Never been known to walk, 


a erate HESS Pic dates, 
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THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 175.—CarnuL HERTZ, F.O.S. 


“CARI HERTZ isoneof those young gentlemen whom, as faras 
mental capabilities are concerned, can be put down as more than 
seven—in fact, it is just a question whether Carl has ever been 
below that sweetly interesting age, for it is a well known fact 
that during the whole period of his existence, the mind of man 
has never succeeded in concocting a problem, or conceiving a 
trick clever enough to even tax for a moment the brain power 
of our worthy hero. Carl's first appearance in public life was as 
a spiritualist, in which capacity he would amuse his patrons by 
raising up the spirits of the departed. It cannot be said, however, 
that be made himself very popular in this business, for a certain 
pees of his audience, evidently of the McGooseley persuasion, 

nad conceived the notion that “raising of spirits” must be, 

even if ina very remote way, connected with alcoholic liquors, andl 
manifested great displeasure when they found such was not the 
case. Our hero, disgusted with this behaviour on their part, 
gave spiritualism the go by, and, having a few more cards up 
his sleeve, determined to play his trump one, viz., shine before 
the public asacard conjurer. No sooner was the idea originated 
than it was carried out, and our hero speedily made his name 
notorious as one of the cleverest cari manipniators of the 
present age. Chiefly becance he is a mysterious being, our hero 
was created F.O.S. anil the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presente! 
te him Octoher 9th, 1486."°— Debrett Improved. 


THE PHOTO FIEND AGAIN. 


Even the cows protest against his obnoxious interference! 


INSULT AND RETALIATION. 

Queen of the Kitchen, Yes, Jane; my young man was down the 
airey, and I asked the missus to keep him company for a few 
minutes while I went and cleaned myself. She refused point 
blank, and / bave given her the sack, 

sare pal pees aa 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT 


SZ 4 Z 
St a 
RS OY \\ 


1st Chorus Girl. How I do hate those nasty forward American girls! 
Qnd Chorus Girl. Indeed, dear! fur what reason ¢ 


lst Chorus Girl. Oh! because they come over here and marry our cukes, carls and baronets, and leave us 


poor girls no chance. 


(Saturday, November 1, 1890, 


THE ANCIENT RELIC. 


The above piece of stone was dug out of the earth 
recently, while repairing the sewerage piping in Sio0 
Lane. “It is supposed tu be 500 years of age, arn ; 
estimated value is £50, ee ga 


"GH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


Footman. That's it, Enery; go it! Another wun in 
the same place. This is the only way to get the bloomin’ 
| ‘air powder out of our wigs! 


ANOTHER DEEP GAME. 


(1). We were all well pleased, last Sunday, when two strangers of serious demean- 
our entered our church, and seated themselves unobtrusively.—_—(2). They followed 
the service most devoutly, and, when the collection was made, appearel to be bent on 
responding nobly to the parson’s appeal.— (3). But, in struggling violently to fork 
out his coin, the shorter of the strangers had the misfurtune to upset the plate. — 
(4). However, they both eagerly assisted in repairing the damage.—(5). Strangely 


MISTAKEN EYE-DENTITY. 


“Miss Quizby, { beheve? I hope I see you well.” 
“T'm not Miss Quizby, so I fancy you can’t sce me tery well!" 


eget 


| enough, when the congregation departed after church, one of the strangers seemed to 


have taken root and to be unable to move, and the other, instead of coming to his as- 
sistance, departed hastily.—(6). Police aid being called in, the unfortunate man 
was wrenched from his position, when it was discovered that Lis boots were carefully 
gummed on the soles for the purpose of sneaking the coins from the plate. He hal 
overdone the glue, however, and it was a case of “six months hard.” 


i ZOO-LOGICAL. 


| “Here, Cabny! I want to go to the Zon, What will you take me for?” 
“Why, I'll take you for a spread-eagle out o’ the Hark!” 


E.C,—Satur November 1, 1390. 
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